Stand aside, Messrs. Sherlock
Holmes, Martin Hewitt, Dupin,
Lecog, Vidocg, and all the crew
of famous detectives of fiction
and history! Enter Joseph Ron.
letabille, reporter-delective, sa-
perior to yoa all in the foszitics
of observing everything, remem-
bering everything, doducing cll
the facis that throw light on his
cases. Bejore Rouletabillc | pro-
nounced Rule-ta-bee| solved the
Mystery of the Yellow Room he
was known fo the Paris police
as a marvel of reasoning power,
although he was only a boy in
years. With the solution of the
famous Stangerson enigma he be-
came a national figure in (he lit-
erature of France. As such we
infroduce him fo our readers.

CHAPTER L

In Which We Begin Not to
Understand.

L HE yellow room!” Who now

T remembers this afair which
caused so much ink to flow?
On the 25th of October, 182,

the wwilowing note appeared in the lat-

est edition of the Temps:

“A frightfol crime has been commit-
ted at the Chateau du Glandier, ou the
border of the forest of Sainte Gene-
vieve, above Epinay-sur-Orge, at the
bouse of Professor Stangerson. In the
night, while the master was working
in his laboratory, an attemmpt was muade
to assassinate Mlle. Stungersun, who
was sleeping in ‘the yellow room” a
chamber adjoining this laboratory.
The doctors do pot answer for the life
of Mle Stangerson.”

The impression made on Paris by
this news may be easlly imagined. Al-

rendy at that time the learncel world
was deeply interested In the labors of
Professor Stangerson and his daugh-
ter. These labors—the first that were
attempted In radiography—served io
open the way for M. and Mme, Cgrie
to tbe discovery of radium. It was
expected the professor would shortly
read to the Academy of Bclences a sen-
sational paper on his new theory, the
dissoclation of matter, a theory des-
fined to overthrow from its base the
whole of official science, which basel
itself on the principle of the conserva-
tlon of energy.

On the following day the pewspapers
werg full of the tragedy. The Matin
published the following article, entitled
“A Seperpatural Crime.”

“These are the only detalle” wrote
the sponymoms writer In the Matin,
“we hnve been able to obtain concern-
ing the crime of the Chatean du Glan-
dier. The state of despair In which
Professor Stangerson is plunged nnd
the impossibility of getting ans Infor-
matjon from the lips of the victlm
fiave rendered our investigations snd
those of justice so difficult that at
present we cannot form the least idea
of what has passed jo ‘the yellow room’
in which Mlle. Stangerson, Iu her night
dress, was found iying on the foor in
the agonies of death. We have af Jeast
bees able to Interview Daddy Jacques,
fs tie is ealled in the country, an old
servant fg the Staugerson famlly.
Deddy Jseqnes entered ‘the yellow
room’ at the same time as the profes-
gsor. This chamber adjoins the labo-
rafory. Laboratory and yellow room
are fo a pavilion at the end of the
park, about & thousand feet from the
chajeay,

“ ‘It was half past 12 at night' this
fionest old man told us, ‘snd 1 was o
the laboratory, wwhere M. Stangerson
was still workibg, when the thing hap-
pened, I had been cleaning and put-
ting jostruments n order all the even-
ing nnd was walting for M. Stangerson
fo go to bed. Mile. SBtangerson had
worked with ber father up to miduight
When the twelve stfbkes of miduight
had been sounded by the cuckoo clock
in the Iaboratory she rose, kissed M.
Stungerson and bade him good night
To me she sald “Good night, Daddy
Jocques” as she passgd ioto the yel-
low room. We heard her lock the
door and shoot the bolt, s0 that ]
could not belp laughing and said to
monsleur; There's mademolselle doun-
ble locking herself in. She must be
afraid of “the Betg du Bon Dien.”

* ‘Monsieur did not even bear me, he
was g0 deeply absorbed In what he
was dofng. Just then we heard the
*“Is that

the paviliop over
that mademolssile
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bullt, she had never falled to

With the return of winter mademol-
selle returns to the chatesu, for there
s no fireplace {o the yellow room.

- “*We were stayjng o the pavil-

up her lodging there in the spring.

By GASTON LEROUX

|

| to the pavilion.

The Yellow Room

<&

fon then—M, Stangerson and 1. We! T

made no nolse. He was seated nt his |
desk, As for me, | was sitting on a
chair, having finlshed my work and,
looking at him, 1 sald to lnyself:f
“What a man! What intelligence! |
What kpowledge!™ 1 attach lmpor-
tance to the fact that we made no
nokse; for, because of that, the assassin
vertainly thoughit that we had left the
place. Aud, suddenly, while the cuckoo
was sounding the half after midnight,
a desperate clamor broke out In lke]
rellow room. It was the volce of
midemolselle, erying “Murder—mur
ler—heip™  Immediately afterward
revolver shots rang out, and there was
a great nolse of tables and furnitwre |
being thrown to the ground, as if in
the course of a struggle, and again the
volce of mademolselle calling, “Muor-
der—help—papa—papal™—

“*“You may be sure that we quickly
sprang up and that M. Stangerson
aud 1 threw ourselves upon the door.
Put, alas, it was locked, fast® locked.
on the inside by the care of mademol-
selle, #s 1 bave told you, with key and
bolt. We tried to force it open, baot it
remined firm. M. Stangerson was like
a madman, and, truly, It was enonghb
to make him one, for we beard made-
moiselle still ealling “Help. belp® M.
Stangerson showered terrible blows on

the door and wept with rage and sob-
Led with despalr and helplessness.

“ ‘It was then that I had an Inspira-
tion. *“The assassin must have en-
tered by the window!” I cried. “1 will
go o the window!” and I rushed from
the pavilion ard ran like one out of
his mind.

**The inspiration was that the win-
dow of the yellow room looks out In
such a way that the park wall, which
abuts on the pavilion, prevented my at
oace reaching the window. To get up
to it cne has first to go out of the
park. [ ran toward the gate and om
wy way met Bernler and his wife, the
rate keepers, who had been attracted
br the pl=tol reports and by our cries,
In a few words I told them what had
happened and directed the conclerge
to join M. Siangerson with all speed,
while his wife came with me tp open
the park pate. Eive minutes later she
ard T were before the window of the
yellow room,

#*The moon was shinlng brightly,
aod [ saw clearly that no one had
touched the window. Not only were
the bars that protect it intact, but the
blinds Inside of them were drawn. as
I hod myself drawn them parly in the
evering, as 1 dld every day, though
medemoiselle, knowing that 1 was
tired from the heary work I had been
flofnz, had begged me not to trouble
myself, but leave her to do it, and they
wera just fs I hud left them, fastened
with an {rop catch o the fnside. The
gs=assin, therefors, gogld not bave
passed elther In or out that way, but
nelther conld 1 get in

“It was unfortunate —enough to
tury one's brain! The door of the
room locked on the inside and the

bHeds on the only window also fast-
ened on the fuside. and mademolsells
etill eallipg for belp! No, she had
censed to calll Bhe was dead pep-
bape. But 1 still heard her father, io
the pavilion, trying to break down the
docr.

“3Vith the conclerge I burried back
The door, In spite of
the rfurious attempts of M. Stangerson
and Bernler to burst It open, was still
boldlng Crin, bur at jength |t gave
wiy before our united efforts, and
then w a slzht met our eyes! 1|
sboald tell yuu that, behind us, the
concierge held the laboratoty lamp—
a powerful lamp that Ut the whole
chgmber.

**1 must also fell you, wmonsleur,
that the yellow roof §§ @ very small
room, Mademoiselle had furnished ft
with a falrly large Iron bedstead, a
smoll table, a dressing table and two
chalrs. By the light of the big lamp
we saw all at a glance. Mademolselle,
in her nightdress, was lying on the
floor o the midsg of the greatest dis-
order, Tables and chairs had been
overthrown, showlng that there bhad
peen a violent struggle. Mademolsells
had certainly been dragged from her
bed. Bhe was covered with blood and
bad terribie maris of finger nalls on
ber throut, the flesh of ber neck hav-
ing Leen alinost torn by the nalls
From s wound on the right temple a
gtream of blosd had run down end
made a little pool on the floar. When
M. Btangerson saw Lis daughter In
that state he threw himself on his
knees beside her, uttering a cry of
despair, He ascertained that she still
breathed.

“/But how to explain that he was
not there, that be bad already escaped?
It passes all imaglnation. Nobody un-
der the bed, nobody behind the furni.
ture! All that we discovered werp
traces, blood stained marks of & man's
large hand on the walls saopd on the
door, n blg handkerchief red with
blood withott any lnitials, an old cap
and many fresh footmarks of a man
on the floor—footmorks of n man with
large feet whose boot goles had left a
sort of sooty lmpression. How bhad
this mon got awny? How had he van.
fshed? Don't forget, monsieur, that
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laboratory when the affair took place \

and had seen with his own eves that T
was there with him. for otherwise,

“permit to communicate” for the pris-
on of Mazns or for Saint-Lazare. He

with this busincss of my revolver, |
don’t knmow where we should have |
been—I should now be under lock and |
bar.’ " ]

|

The editor of the Matin added to this
Interview the following lnes:

hnd, as they say. “a good nut.” He
seemed to have taken his head, roumd
as a bullet, out of a box of warbles,
and it is from that, 1 think, that his
comrades of the press, all determined
billlard players, bhod given bim that

“We have, without interrupting him, | Blekname, which was to stick to him
allowed Daddy Jacques to recount to| A0d be made lustrious by him, Ha
us roughly all he koows about me] was always as red as o tomato, now
crime of the yellow room. We have| B8 48 & lark, now grave as a judge. |
reproduced It in his own words, only HOW while still 8o young—he was only |
sparing the reader the continual lamen. | SIXteen and a balf years old when I|
tations with which he garnished his| 54w bim for the first time—bad he al- |
nareative, We should have liked to Feady wou his way on the press?
put some further questions to Daddy | TiAt was what everybody who came
Jacques, but the Inquiry of the exam- | Into contact with him might bave ask-
ining magistrate. which 18 being car- ed if they had not known his history,
ried on at the chatean, makes it {m- | At the time of the affalr of the woman
possible for us to galn admission at| ¢Ut 1o pleces in the Rue Oberskampf,
the Glandler. and, as to the oak wocd, | 8uother forgotten story, be had taken
it s guarded by a wide circle of police- | 1 0tie of the editors of the Epoque, a
men: who nre-jealnunly watching all| Paper then rivaling the Matin for in-
traces that can lead to the pavilion | formation, the left fool, which was
and that may perhaps lead to the dis- | Wisslog from the basket ln which the
covery of the nssassin. grewsome remning were discovered.

*We have also wished to questlon |"For this left foot the police had been

the conclerges, but they are Invisible, |
Finally, we have waited In a madsldei
fnn, not far from the gate of the cha-

teay, for the departure of Mousleur de |
Marquet, the magistrate of Corbell. At
balf past 5 we saw him and his clerk
and, Uefore he was able to enter his |
earringe. had an opportunity to ask |
him the following question: |

“‘Can you, Monsieur de Marquet,
give us any Information as to this af-
falr, without Inconvenience to the
cpurse of your lnquiry?

*‘It s impossible for us to do it'
replied Monsleur de Marquet. ‘1 ¢an
only say that It Is the strangest affalr
I have ever known. The more wa
think we know something, the further
we are from Knowling anything!

“We asked Monsleur de Marquet to
be good enough to explain his last
words, and this is what he said, the
{mportance of which no one will fall wo
recognize:

“‘If nothing Is ndded to the material
facts so far established, 1 fear that the
mystery which surrounds the abomina-
ble crime of which Mle. Stunger-
son has been the victim will never
be brought to light, but it Is to be
hoped, for the sake of gur buman res-
gon, that the examination of the walls,
and of the cefling of the yellow room—
an examination which [ shall tomor-
row Intrust to the bullder who econ-
structed the pavilion four years ago—
will afford us the proof that may not
discourage us. For the problem Is
this: We know by what way the as
sussin gulned admission—he entered by
the door and bid himself under the
bed, awalting Mlle, Stangerson. But
bow did he leave? How did he
escape? If no trap. no secret door,
no hiding place, no opening of any sort
is found; If the examination of the
wills—even ta the demolition of the
pavillon—does not revedl any passage
(practicable—uot only for a bhuman be-
fug, but for any being whatsoever—If
the celling shows no cracks, If the
floor bides no underground passage,
pue must really belleve in the devil!

“We wanted to know what Daddy
Jacques meant by the cry of ‘the Bete
du Bon Dieu.' The landiord of the

the particularly sinister cry which Is
uttered sometimes at night by the eat
of an old women -Motber Angenoux,
as she Is called in the country. Moth-
or Angenoux Is a sort of sxint, who
lives In a hut in the heart of the forest
oot far from the gpotto of Salute-Gene-
vieve "

In ponclesion pnd &t n late hour the
same jJournal announced that the chief

the famous detective Frederle Larsan,
who bnd been sent to London for an
affair of stolen securitles, to retupn
immediately to Paris,

CHAPTER IL

In Which Joseph Rouletabille Ap-
pears For the Firat Time.

FIEST knew Joseph Rounleta-
bille [pronounced ltole-ia-bee)
when he was a young re-
porter. At that time | was

thete 15 no chimney in the yellow

room. He could not have escaped by magistrates when I bad gone to get & | gerery

him In the corriders of examining

Donjon Inn explalned to us that it Is¢

of the Paris police had telegraphed to |

I3 noer at the bar and often aa:tl

vainly searching for a week, and young
Rouletabllle had found it fn a drain
where nobedy had thought of looking
for it. To do that he bad dressed him-
self a8 an extra sewer man, one of n
number engaged by the administration

| of the clty of Paris owing to an over- |

flow of the Seine.

When the editor In chief was In pos-
sessfon of the preclous foot and in-
| formed as to the train of Intelligent

deductions the boy had been led to

miake he was divided between the ad-

miration he felt fop soch detective

cunning (n 4 brain of a lad of sixteen
| years and delight at being able to ex-

hibit In the “morgue window" of his

paper the left foot of the Rue Obers-
| kampf.

, The boy faced reporter speedily
made mapy friends, for he wns serv-
fceable and gifted with a good humor
that enchanted the most severe tem-
pered and disarmed the most gealous
of his companions. He began to win
a reputation as an unraveler of intrl-
cate aud obscure affairs which found

{ Its way to the office of tho chlef of
police. When a case wns worth the
trouble and Rouletabille—he had al-
ready been glven his pickname—had
been started on the scent by Lis editor
in chief he often got the better of the
most famous detectives.

It was at the Bar eafe that 1 became
lntimately acqualnted with him. Crlm-
lual lawyers and jourualists are not
enemles; the former veed advertise-
ment, the latter information, We chat-
ted togetber, and | soon warmed to-

P ward  him—his jutelligence wns 8o
keen and so original, aod he had u
quality of thought such as | have

| never found Iu any other person.
! Nearly two years passed ln this way,
'and the better 1 koew hlm the move |
| learned to leve him, for o splie of his
careless extruvagince 1 had discovered
in him what was, considering his age,
an extraordinary serfousness of i,
Accustomed as | was to seelug him
gay, and, lndeed, often too gay, 1
would muny thoes find blm plonged In
the deepest melancholy. 1 wled then
ta questien blm as to the cause of this
change of humor, but each tlme he
lnoghed aud wade me no answer. One
day, having guestioned him about his
parents, ‘of whow bLe never gpoke, he
left me, pretending pot to haye heard
what 1 sald.

While things were In this state be-
tween us the fawmous c2se of “the yel-
low room” took place. It was this
case which was to raak him as (he
leadicg vewspaper reporter oud to cb-
{tain for Wb the repatatlon of being
the grentest detective In the world,

i Bouletabille entered my foom on the

morning of the 26th of Octaber, 1802

He wos looking redder than usonl, and
his eyes were bulglug out of his head.

as the phrose |s. and altogether he ap-

peared to be o n state of extreme ex-
cltement, e waved the Matin with

A trembling hand and cried:

“Well, my dear Bainclalr, have you
read Ity”

“The Glandler crime?*

“You, ‘the yellow room!? What do
you think of 114"

M1 think that it must hnve been the
devil or ‘the Bete du Bon Dien' that
vommitted the crime.”

“Be serious!"

! “Well, 1 don't mnoh belleve in mur-

| fesmor of physles at the Sorboune, e
walls of solld brick. 1 think Daddy | was Intimntely acqualnted with the
Jacques did wrong to leave hehind him | Stangersona and nfter an asslduous
the weapon with which the crlme was | govon yenrs' courtship of the dnugh-
committed, and, as he ocoupled the at- | 1or pad been on the puint of marrring
tic immedintely above Mlle. Stanger | her. In splte of the fact that she had
son's room, the bullder's job ordered bY | hocome, as the phrase goes, “a porson
the exnmining maglstrate will give us | of & certaln nre.” she was still re-
the key of the enlgmn, and It will not markably good looking.
be long before we learn by what natu- While I was dvessing 1 called ont to
ral trap or by what secret door the ol | Rouletabllle, who was Impationt!y
fellow was able to slip In and out and | movite about my sitting room:
return Immediately to the laboratory “Have you any klen ns to the mur-
to M. Btangerson without his nhsence | depror's station In Hfey®
being notleed. That, of course, Is only “You." le repllsd.  “1 think If he
an hypothesis.* | tsn't a man In koclety, he I8 ut Jenst a

Rouletabil’e eat down nan armchalr, | man bek ngloe o the unver class Bat
It his pipe, which he was never with- | that, agnin. 15 only an lmpression
out, smoked for a few minntes In sl- “What has led you to form 1ty
lence—no doubt to enlm the excltement “Well, the greasy cap. the common
wiich visibly dominated him—and then | handkerchfef and the marks of the
replied: rongh boots on the floor™ he pee'!g)

“No trap will be found, and the mys- | “I understand.” | #uld, “Mut. rorse
tery of the yellow room will become | don'’t leave traces bebind thom wibh
more and more mysterfous.  ‘That's | tell the truth.”
why It lnterests me. The examining | “We shall mnke sowething ool of
moglstrate I8 right. Nothing stranger | you yet, my dear Salnelale,” concluded
than this erime has ever been known," | Rouletabille,

“Huve yon any llea of the way by | ==y

which the murderer escaped ' 1 asked, | (Contlnued next was
“None,” replled Ronletabllle. “none, | e
for the present. But 1 have an Idea as | Senator Thowns (L Carter o,

to the revalver,
LET [
“Good heavens!
wits It used ¥
“Why, by MHe, Stngerson.'"

The murderer did not

tnba Is o good subject for the eartoon-
Ist Lecause of the lopg whiskers he
sports, o possession the ke of which
Is not often found nowndays In legls
The senn

By whom, then,

tative halls at Washington,

1

Y1 don't understand. or, rather, 1 have |
peyver understood,” 1 snld

Rouletabille shrngged hils shoulders, |

“Is there nothing In this article in |
the Matln by which you were purticu-
larly struck?® !

“Nothing. T havefound the whole o
the story It tells equully strange®

“Well, but—the locked door—-with
the key on the Inside?”

“That's the only perfectly natural
thing in the whole nrticle.”

“Really! And the bolt?"

“I'he bolt ¥

“Yes, the bolt, ulso Inglde the room, o
sl further protection angulust eotry.
Mlle. Stungerson took quite extfaor
dinnry precautions, It s clear to me
that she feared some one. That was
why she took such precautlons—even
Daddy Jacques' revolver—without tell-
lng llm of 1. No doubt she didu't
wish to alarm auybody and, least of
gll, her father., What she dreaded
took place, and she defended herself,
Thére was n struggle, and snhe used
the revolver skllifully enough to wound
the nssEassin in the bhand, which ex.
plnins the lmpression on the wall and
on the door of the large, blood stalned
hand of the man who wad searching
for . means of exit from the chamber.
But ehe didn't fire soon enough to
avold the terrible blow on the right
temple.”

“Then the wound on the teple was
not done with the revolver®"

“The paper doesn't may It was, and
I don't think It was, because logleally
it appears to me that the revolver was
used by Mlle. Stangerson agalnst the

THOMAS H. OANTER AND A CARICATUNE OF
HIM,

tor resembles o New Englond deagon

of the type now famous o song and

story, He has been n blg gun in his

assassin.  Now, what wenpon did the
murderer use? The blow on the tem:

party ln days gone by nnd was chalr-
man of Ity aatlonal commitice when

ple geems to sliow that the uum‘.ll'l't.'l'l Benjumin Harrlson ran for re-election
wlsked to stun Mlle, Bibgerson after | 88 presldent,

he lnd unsuccessfully trled to strangle
her.  He must bave known that the

attle wus luhablted by Duddy Jacgues |

aud that wuk one of the reasons, 1!
think, why he must have used a qulet
Weapon-a life preserver or a Lam-
mer," |
“All that doeso't explain how the |

wurderer got vut of the yellow room,” | g
I elderved. | d

“Evidenily,” replied Rouletabille, ris
Ing, “and that Is what has to be ex-|
plaiped. 1 am golug to the Chateau
dn Glundler and hive come to see |
whether you will go with me," :

W

“Yes, my boy, | want you. The
Epoque boas definitely iotrusted this
cide o me, and 1 must clear it up os
quickly as possible.”

“Hut ln what way can 1 be of any
tse o yout"

“M. Robert Dargac 18 at the Chatean
du Glundlep."

“That's true,
boundless,"

“I must have o talk with him."

I knew M. Robert Dargae from hav-
lug boen of great service to him In o

His deapalr must be

elvil netlon while 1 was acting a8 sec- |’

retury to Maltre Barbet Delatour, M.
Robert Darzae, who was at that tline

who make thelr escape through ' about forty years of age, was & pro- |

How He Found Out.
“I mever bet on o horse roge."
“But this Is n sore thing*
“It was bettiug on o sure thing that
cured me."

Tnmbo—8ay, Mistah Bones, what em
o three wost uncertainest things In
@ world?

Bones — Al dunno, Mistah Tambo.
What am de theee wost uncertilnest
things In de world?

Bones—A woman an' two other wo-
men.—Chiengo News,

“1 doubt ye nare growing remiss,
Jobhn," sald a Seoteh parlsh minister.
“I have not seen you Iy the kirk these
three Subbaths "

Jolin was oot duly abashed, *Na,”™
snld he,  “It's no that I'm growlng
remlss.  I'm jost tnkerin® nwa wl' ma
soul masel'— London News,

“What are you going ont before the
cortain - agaln  for?' domanded the
Stage mauager, cluiching the arm of
the mew vaudeville artist, who had
Just made a dismal fallure.

“Bomebody's clapped. blured the
INOI:' “und | want to nd out who it
was,

p—
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